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THE LIGHT THAT LIES IN WOMAN’S EYES 


( —and Lies and Lies and Lies) 
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An Unusual Trip 


deal more than I, but who have 

apparently uo greater number of 
friends than I possess, yet they tell me it 
is very seldom they take a long trip with- 
out meeting some friend on the train, 
while I, as a rule, never meet a friend 
while journeying. 


I HAVE friends who travel a great 


The other day while making a hurried 
trip west I met with an exception to my 
usual experience; and what a wonderful 
exception it was! The fact is, I cannot 
help telling about it. 


I had no more than boarded the train 
when I met my old friend Hollister of 
Kansas City. Way back in 1890 we were 
interested together in the elevator busi- 
ness. When I sold my stock to Hollister 
it was after a long period of worry for 
both of us. Business had been bad and 
the going to the wall of one of the largest 
banks of the state of Missouri made us 
financially and in every other way very 
shaky. I was none too well, but Hollister 
was “all in,” as is the saying. He was 
unable to thing, he could not sleep, he was 
nervous, he had brain flag, he could not 
digest his food; there was not a function 
he could perform with any satisfaction or 
success; no doubt he believed that he was 
losing his mind. I, in my own heart, be- 
lieved that Hollister was slowly dying. I 
was not alone in this belief that he could 
not live another three months. 


When, therefore, I met him the other 
day, looking better in health and better 
in physique—in fact, an unusually virile 
man as well as in a most exuberant state 
of mind and body, as though he had been 
reborn (he is past sixty years of age), I 
could not help asking for the secret of his 
renewed youth, 





It took Hollister but a minute to say, 
“T owe my regeneration and life to Swo- 
boda, who, through teaching me the sim- 
ple principles and secret of evolution and 
how to use them, has recreated me in 
body and mind, and made me better in 
every way than [ had ever been in my 
youth, and all this after I had been told 
by specialists that nothing could give me 
health.” 


Said Hollister, “When I think of my 
physician telling me to travel and to quit 
business, which, by the way, was going 
to the wall because of my inability to run 
it in my poor state of mind and body, and 
when I think of thus being practically 
sentenced to complete ruin, so to speak, 
and when at the same time I realize my 
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present condition of rejuvenation, I 
awoke to a greater and greater apprecia- 
tion of Conscious Evolution and its won- 
derful possibilities for the human race.” 


He said, “ Swoboda taught me not only 
how to rebuild myself, but also how to 
continue my life and evolution where na- 
ture left off. In my case, he improved 
upon nature, and I have since learned 
that he has done as much for thousands 
of others—men and women of every age 
and condition.” 


Continuing, Hollister said, “It was a 
red-letter day in my life when I heard of 
Swoboda from the publisher of the larg- 
est newspaper in Missouri—a_ friend 
who had learned from experience as well 
as from others of the wonderful success 
of Conscious Evolution.” 


As can be seen, Hollister could not say 
enough in praise of the renewer of his 
life and fortune. Naturally, I became in- 
terested, for | am getting along in years, 
and have, mistakingly, like most human 
beings, come to expect weakness as inevi- 
table, in consequence of gaining in years. 


When my friend assured me I could, 
through Conscious Evolution, be made 
young again, I indeed became interested 
and eager for the demonstration. I took 
Alois P. Swoboda’s address, which, by 
the way, is 1386 Aeolian Building, New 
York City, and obtained his booklet by 
mail a few weeks ago. I at once started 
to use his method, and now can compre- 
hend why Hollister was so enthused with 
delight in the new life, for I, also, am 
growing younger, stronger, happier, more 
energetic, and more virile by leaps and 
bounds. It is a fact that one must ex- 
perience this new and better life which is 
produced through Conscious Evolution if 
one is to comprehend what is_ being 
missed without ‘it. 


When I met Hollister on the train it 
was an unusual trip and a wonderful day 
for me. It was a wonderful day for Hol- 
lister when his newspaper friend led him 
to Conscious Evolution, and I need but 
hint to the readers of Puck—let this be 
a wonderful day for you. Get in touch 
with Swoboda, and obtain his booklet—it 
will cost you nothing, and may start you 
on the road to a new and better life. 
Swoboda will send this booklet to any one 
for the asking. I know it is his aim to 
help as many as possible. This booklet 
explains his new and unique theory of the 
body and mind, and no doubt, it will 
prove interesting to every one as it did to 
me. It gave me a better understanding of 
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myself than I obtained from a college 
course. It startled, educated, and en- 
lightened me. It explains the human body 
as I believe it never has been explained 
before. Moreover, it tells of the dangers 
and after-effects of exercise and of ex- 
cessive deep breathing. 


What Hollister said to me seemed too 
good to be true. What I say, no doubt, 
seems to be too good to be true, but Swo- 
boda has a proposal which every one 
should consider and thus learn that noth- 
ing which is said about Conscious and 
Creative Evolution is too good to be true. 


In concluding this statement I cannot 
refrain from mentioning the fact that | 
now have pleasure in work and in a stren- 
uous life, and I whistle, hum and sing; 
where formerly I always wore a frown 
(according to the evidence of my family) 
I now, as my friends say, always wear 


a smile. 
we 


Interesting Observations 


Recent observations have called atten- 
tion to the fact that seven men out of 
every ten who weigh less than 150 pounds 
and who are more than 5 feet 10 inches 
tall have active tuberculosis in some de- 
gree. This only emphasizes the conclu- 
sions at which keen observers have ar- 
rived —that tuberculosis is much more 
prevalent than the human race is willing 
to admit. Hundreds of physicians have 
tuberculosis and do not suspect it. Is it 
any wonder, therefore, that the average 
layman does not know what is the cause 
of his languidness, depression or nerv- 
ousness ? 


It is fortunate, however, that physi- 
cians at last are learning that the body 
makes its own antitoxins and serums for 
the express purpose of destroying germs 
of all character which enter or invade the 
organism. Physicians are learning that 
the body is a self-maintaining institution 
and that its ability to maintain itself de- 
pends upon the discipline the cells receive 
in harmony with the physiological limits 
of each individual organism. Discipline 
creates reactions and increases the mole- 
cular action. This means the production 
of greater energy and greater efficiency, 
mental and physiological. 
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The address of Alois P. Swoboda is 


1386 Aeolian Building, New York, N. Y: 
Advt. 
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Puck in New Quarters 


This number of Puck is published in 
new offices. The commodious but an- 
tiquated quarters which have housed the 
old Puck for more than a quarter of 
a century, and which have been up to 
this time the home of the new Puck 
also, were hardly in keeping, either in 
location or in character, with the spirit 
of sprightliness and up-to-datedness 
that is most characteristic of the new 
Puck. So we have moved—moved to 
Fifth Avenue and Broadway. The little 
elf now has a home that matches his 
spirit—a gay and a luxurious home on 
New York’s gavest and New York’s 
most luxurious thoroughfares.. Over- 
looking Madison Square Park, Fifth 
Avenue and Broadway, the little elf 
showers Good Cheer from his office desk 
—Puck, the spirit of perpetual youth. 


210 Fifth Avenue, Madison Square 
and 1132 Broadway 


—o— 
Next Week’s Puck 


Will Crawford has gone back several 
centuries in the double-page feature in 
the forthcoming Puck, and gives us a 
graphic picture of a business-men’s 
training camp for military prepared- 
ness in the days when a clatter of hard- 
ware heralded the approach of the foe. 

The cover is by Earl Christy. Those 
of you who recall “ Nobody Home” 
and its companion picture, “ Somebody 
Home,” need be told no more than this. 
It is Christy at his best. 
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“How I Won 100 
to Puffed Rice” 


Some months ago we asked users of Puffed Rice to tell us how 
best to win others. One woman answers this way: 


“Invite in the children to Sunday suppers, and 
serve them Puffed Grains in milk. I did that this 
summer in my country home, and it won them all. 
I think I created 100 new users.” 


That is a sure way. One breakfast of Puffed Rice with cream 
will win all the children who taste it. Or one supper of Puffed 
Wheat in milk. 


Have One Puffed Grain Day 


So we now urge this, for the sake of all concerned: Get one 
package of one Puffed Grain. Serve it as a breakfast cereal, or 
mixed with the morning fruit. Salt some grains or douse with 
melted butter for the children after school. And at night serve 
in bowls of milk. 


Let your folks see these toasted whole-grain bubbles. Let 
them feel their fragile crispness. Let them taste their flavor— 
much like toasted nuts. You will find that you’ve established 
forever in your home a new kind of food and confection. And 
these tit-bits will reign at a thousand meals, to everyone's 
delight. 


| Puffed Wheat, 12c 
} Puffed Rice, 15c 
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Bear in mind that Puffed Grains, though, are not mere cereal 
bonbons. They were invented by a great food expert—Prof. 
A. P. Anderson. And they have solved a problem never solved 
before. 


Every food cell is blasted by steam explosion. So every atom 
of the whole grain feeds. Every element is made completely 
available. Ordinary cooking can’t do that. It breaks up but 
part of the granules. 


Every mother may well be glad if her children learn to revel 
in Puffed Grains. 


The Quaker Oats @mpany 


Sole Makers 
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Mr. Elliott’s new policy is to build up 
the road by putting the earnings back 
into it—New Haven jotting. / 
To a certain type of financier, this 

will seem as preposterous as milking a 
cow and then giving her the milk to 
drink. 





At this time of year, when city jobs 
are in demand, the fellow who thinks 
he has landed a snug berth sometimes 
tumbles to the fact that it was nothing 
but a bunk. The only place where 
berth and bunk are synonymous, is 


aboard ship. 





Says Cyril Maude, the English actor: 
“The thing that impresses me most 
about America is the kindness of heart 
I find on all sides.” Cyril should drop 
into the Surrogate’s Court some morn- 
ing when there is a little argument on 
about a will. 





Some men reach the height of their 
ambition when a bartender sets a cer- 
tain bottle down in front of them with- 
out having to be told. 





In many localities deer are said to be 
so plentiful this fall that “ sportsmen ” 
cannot miss them. It is a great little 
system. First pamper and safeguard 
the deer until they become tame enough 
to eat out of your hand; then when they 
come up to be petted, fill them full of 
lead. From the deer’s point of view, it 
must seem like a case of double-cross- 
ing. When “sportsmen” want a taste 
of real danger, they go hunting for rats 
in the cellar. 





“Things are seldom what they 
seem,” grouched the pessimist. “ Often 
I hear what I think is a pistol shot, 
and when I run around the corner, ex- 
pecting to find.a murder, or a thief 
chase at the very least, it’s only another 
busted tire.” 





“T hope to see the time not far dis- 
tant when public golf courses will be 
offered the public, as in Scotland, for 
those who cannot pay for costly club 
privileges. I would have the funds 
raised by taxation.”—Professor Taft. 


Taxes being now so low, people 
would be more than glad to be addi- 
tionally taxed for golf links. 





It is too eternally bad that chronic 
gossips cannot be forced to take up 
football. A member of a Western 


eleven swallowed his tongue the other 
day. 
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DO A LITTLE LESS 
DUMMY TACKLING 
ANP — 












po A LITTLE 
MORE TACKLING 
OF THE REAL 
THING? 
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ISN'T IT ABOUT TIME? 





“I’m not afraid to talk,” said Theo- 
dore to one of his audiences. This but 
confirms what the people of the United 
States have for a long time suspected. 





Two members of a church choir had 
a fight with fists the ether night. As 
both were tenors, it is a safe guess that 
“high words passed between them.” 





The Supreme Court of Iowa holds 
that “tips” given to “shines” in shoe- 
shining parlors belong to the boys and 
not to the boss.—Des Moines despatch. 
Dangerously socialistic! It is con- 

ceivable that some tribunal may soon 
decide that to the hatboys belong the 
dimes and quarters in the cigar-box. 





The American Can Company reports 
a new demond for small tin cans. It is 
from Africa, where the natives use 
them for earrings. Civilization may 
thus learn a lesson from savagery, as 
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tin-can earrings are much less expen- 
sive than certain sorts of pearl, and 
they would make the fair wearer far 
less conspicuous. 





Now is the time when women who 
met in the country last summer run 
across each other in the shopping dis- 
trict and chirp simultaneously: “ Why 
haven’t you been to call on me?” 





Every time the tariff is revised there 
is more or less excitement caused by 
ladies’ hose.—Washington wire. 

There are other occasions, believe us. 





Corset saleswomen have made war 
upon dancing. They say it prevents a 
proper fit. Well, if dancing interferes 
with corsets, give up—but this is a fam- 
ily paper. 





Movies to treat insane persons is the 
latest curative wrinkle. Like cures like, 
as it were. 
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Verses by DANA BURNET 


The Super Sets wear Pantalettes 
And blouses from the Russian, 
The net excess of frightfulness 
Would petrify a Prussian. 
The skirts disclose the fatted calf 
In manner almost Saphic, 
We fear the guiles 
Of present styles 
Will greatly clog the traffic. 








A submarine mosquito. 
The Kaiser told the doubting Serbs 
He loved them, incognito. 
A whistling golf ball has improved 
Our chances for salvation. 
When lost in space 
It pipes its place, 
And saves much profanation. 


| Hen Ford denied that he would build 








THE NEWS IN RIME 


Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


A pessimist has found a way 
To pessimize the masses. 
Upon the victim’s nose he hangs 
A pair of gloomy glasses. 
We have a simpler recipe— 
Quick, painless, inexpensive— 
Read, we beseech, 
An Anti’s speech, 
And aren’t the bosses pensive ? 


To stand upon one’s cerebrum 
Is said to be instructive. 
It turns one’s viewpoint upside down— 
The thought is most seductive. 
No doubt if we should strike the pose 
Our rags would change to ermines, 
And lounging there 
Upon our hair 
We might concede the Germans! 


Josephus Daniels laid a keel— 
Then cackled long and proudly. 
Sir Woodrow told the Hyphenates 
They must not plot so loudly. 
The Greeks are scowling neutrally 
At Ferdinand the Bulgar. 
The cost of food 
Is downright rude, 
We’d starve—but that’s so vulgar. 

















The Sultan is so civilized 

He disavows his slaughters. 
John D. is pouring Standard Oil 

Upon the troubled waters. 
The scientists have lately found 

That oysters have emotions. 
They moan and mourn 
When they are torn 
From their beloved oceans. 








Von Mackensen has planned a trip 
To Egypt for the winter. 

Tis said the Tariff Plank will soon 
Be whittled to a splinter. 

November hats are trimmed with aught 
From termagants to truffles. 


The Knitted Coat 


Is now afloat, 


And stockings run to ruffles. 
































CONGRESS WILL “PASS UPON THEM” 


Preparedness, Politics, Pork Barrel, these three; and the greatest of these is Pork Barrel 
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* What Fools These Mortals Be” 
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(Established 1877) 
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And a Guinea Pig Shall Lead Them 


A LITTLE group in the great hereafter were 
recounting the incidents that had brought 
them there. 


“In saving a child from drowning,” said the 
sailor, “I lost my own life. The child lived, 
but J was too far gone. They tried, but they 
couldn’t revive me.” 

“T went into a burning building,” said the 
fireman, “and brought out five people to safety. 
I went back once more and was caught. No 
matter; it was all in my day’s work.” 

“Tt was my good fortune to save two hundred 
people,” said he who had been a locomotive 
engineer. “A bridge was broken and I dis- 
covered it just in time to keep the train from 
going down. Not, however, my engine.” 


At this moment there ambled across the 
celestial sward the shade of a guinea pig. 

“How long since they admitted animals to 
Paradise?’ asked the sailor, the fireman and 
the engineer of one another. | 

The guinea pig himself answered. 

“Pardon me, gentlemen,” he said, “but my 
presence here is not so hard to explain as you 
imagine. I could not help overhearing your 
remarks and my comment is directly in line 
with them. You,” speaking to the sailor, “saved 
one life when you lost your own. You’— 
looking toward the fireman—‘‘saved five, while 
you’ —bowing respectfully to the engineer 
saved two hundred. That is correct, I believe?” 

The trio nodded as one. 


“Now listen to my final achievement,” went 
on the guinea pig, ‘and judge whether I have a 
right to be here. In the hands of scientists 
seeking aid for human ills, I led to the discovery 
of a cure for a hitherto incurable disease, a dis- 
ease with which thousands were continually 
afflicted. Not only did I restore to health at 
least hundreds of sufferers, but the knowledge 
gained through my death will free mankind of 
the future from the grip of one of its terrors.” 

“The lives you saved,” concluded the guinea 
pig, “are known in number. The lives J may 
save by my death are as numberless as the 
sands. Your services on earth, unhappily, are 


over. Mine can never cease. Have I a right 
to be here, gentlemen?” ‘ 


The sailor, the fireman and the engineer 
bowed low to the shade of the guinea pig. 
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Correcting an Injustice 


By a royal decree, he said, the majority of the 
principal artists whose services were thought to 
be indispensable had been exempted from military 
service in Germany. 

—From an interview with Arthui Bodanzky 


ede prejudiced passer-by, ard admit that 
there is good in royalty. It is the style to 
think of them as land-hungry, lustful fer power, 
and totally out of touch with th: multitude 
except as it furnishes pawns for the bloody 
chess-board of war. But this is nct .0; at least, 
not wholly. Kings do think occas‘onally of 
others beside themselves. As an instence, there 
is the Kaiser. 


By royal decree, His Imperial Majesty has 
caused to be freed from duty on the firing line 
all those “whose services were thought to be 
indispensable” in certain fields of art. The 
tenor, for example. If he can climb high in 
the scale, he need not descend into the trench. 
“Artists” in general, if they are such as the 
Kaiser may listen to with pleasure, are exempt 
from the duty of dying. They achieve glory 
by living for the Fatherland — they cannot be 
spared. Whatever of deprivation the war may 
bring to others, the Kaiser must hav: his opera. 
Clerks, artisans, tradespeople, teachers, pro- 
fessional men—they may do the dying. Of 
them, there are plenty. But alas, how few are 
the really good tenors, bassos and conductors! 


And the chefs, surely they are among the 
exempt. Good cooks are artists, and to royal 
households, indispensable. Someone must pre- 
serve for the Fatherland the glory of German 
cooking. It is no task for commoners; the men 
are in the trenches, the women are giving up 
their cooking utensils to the ordnance bureau. 
It is to the Kaiser that Germany must look for 
the maintenance of its highest culinary stand- 
ards. War may not interfere with the royal 
range. Potato bread has no place in Potsdam. 

That the Kaiser is more than a war-lord is 
evidenced by these exemptions. He is the 
Fatherland personified. What a sigh of relief 
must have gone up from the German trenches 
when the safety of the tenors was assured! 
What a source of comfort must an exempt list 
be to those of the common herd! 





OMMENTING on the defeat of Woman 
Suffrage in New Jersey, “Boss” James R. 
Nugent gave voice to the following: 
“‘New Jersey leads off in the fight for sane gov- 


ernment and rational politics, the purity of the 
home and the protection of her womanhood.” 


Where Mr. Nugent stands on the. subjects of 
sane government and rational politics may be 
guessed from the fact that he is one of President 
Wilson’s bitterest opponents. How does this 
establish him with relation to the purity of the 
home and the protection of womanhood ? 
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NOT PRECISELY WHAT HE MEANT TO’SAY 


Tue Grrv’s Morner: And do you think my danghter can live on your salary? 
Tue Streapy Company: Why not? Other women have. 





According to the Rules 


HE score was 11 to 0 

against the Varsity at 

the beginning of the last 

A quarter. The pitcher, 
r= or rather, the quarter- 


) 
u/ back, who was captain 






of the team, was ex- 
horting his fellows as 
they strode back on 
the field for the: last 
few minutes of the 
game. Their steps 
were sodden, as if they 
had lost hope. 

In the first scrim- 
mage a Varsity player was laid out. 
His team-mates stretched his legs and 
the water-carrier doused him with a 
sponge all in vain. Then they carried 
him to the side-lines and a new player 
sprang forth to fill the gap at right 
half. 

““Who’s the substitute they’re send- 
ing in?” demanded a person in Section 
C of the snappy-clothes-for-college guy 
alongside. The pretty girl with the 
white furs, two rows back, leaned for- 
ward to catch the answer. 

“Oo!” she cooed delightedly to 
her aunt, “ Billy Clark. is going in to 


. 


save the game.” She clapped her 
tiny gloved hands in pride and pre- 
diction. 

Brevity is the thing in a publication 
like this, so we'll skim lightly over the 
description of the last quarter. Same 
old stuff. The substitute, true to form, 
took the ball first off and ran the whole 
length of the field. Repeat until he 
has amassed enough tallies to win for 
the Varsity—one forgets whether they 
have changed the rules about scores, 
goals and all that sort of thing. Every 
time the substitute ran, it must be borne 
in mind, he was thrilled and encouraged 
by a pretty girl wearing white furs in 
Section C, 

She was waiting for him when he 
came off the field. He was hardly 
recognizable under the grime of battle, 
for all of his scores had not been lightly 
won. The enemy had damaged his 
topography some. They met at the 
railing that separates the field from 
the stands. She carried a figurative 
laurel wreath with which to crown her 
hero. Suddenly the figurative laurel 
wreath dropped from her hand.” 

“Why, . . « Gear me .. - 
There must be some mistake,” faltered 
the girl. “I thought you were—I 
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thought it was Mr. Clark they sent in 
the last quarter. Really, I 4 

“ Park is the name,” said the hero 
modestly. “Sherman Park, Chicago. 
The names have a similar sound; any- 
one is liable to make a mistake. Will 
you marry me?” 

“ Really, Mr. Stark, I couldn’t think 
of it. I don’t know you, and 2 

“TI don’t see any way out of it,” de- 
clared Park. ‘“ The young woman with 
the white furs always marries the sub- 
stitute who goes in and wins the game. 
The author can’t sell this story unless 
you do.” 

“Very well,” sighed the girl. “ As 
the author seems to be a young fellow 
just starting in, I'll have to say ‘ Yes.’” 











Crawrorp: Does your wife prepare you 
better dinners since she’s taken up the 
cooking fad? 

CrassHaw: I can’t say she does. It 
seems to be a case of out-of-the-frying- 
pan into the chafing dish, 





First Financier: I made my success 
by putting my money where I could get 
my hands on it easily. 
Seconp Dirto: And I got mine by put- 
ting other people’s where I could get 
my hands on it easily. 





Tue Guive: How did yer ever come to 
git him? And with one shot, at that. 

Tue Hunter: Why, I heard a cracking 
in the bushes and I thought it was you. 





Mrs. Tarr: Sistah Sobstock has jest 
got a divorce from her husban’, 


Mrs. Wornsat: Don’ say? How much 
ammonia did de cote done grant her? 
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EXERCISE FOR FLAT-DWELLERS 
Climbing the Dumb-Waiter Rope 


so as to Hear Better 
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mA WALL STREET OFFICE - Ww 

| = TIME SAM. : 

“1 DONT SEEM TO GET AN ANSWER FROM 
HOTCHPODGE, PIFFLINAND SOUSMAN: 


“WHAT'S THE MATTER WITHEM~AINT THEY 
DOIN’ INESS 2” 








“WHAT D'YE THINK OF THAT ? 
BETHLEHEM 7984% AN 
i - is | REMEMBER IN THE al 
| ; ; EARLY TWENTIES [ 
THE VERNACULAR OF THe StREDY, cA\ SS COULD HAVE & 
“YES, Sip HES THE OLDEST THAT STOCK 
CUSTOMER WE HAVE, HES BEEN 
COMING INTO THIS OFFICE 
SINCE 1887 %.” 





WAR STOCKS AND WALL STREET By Hy Mayer 
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The Here we are again! 
Theatres as they say in the 

circus. Whether it 
was because of the preceding in- 
different theatrical season, or the 
promise of an early autumn, the 
theatres displayed unusual ac- 
tivity last August, followed by 
the rude discouragement of a 
heat spell in September. But 
happily all that is past and 
every house is in full blast and 
new plays are as the sands on 
the shore. A few are excellent, 
the majority melodrama, and not 
always good melodrama. How- 
ever, bad melodrama is for some 
reason or other more support- 
able than bad drama. Never- 
theless, I shant spoil good white 
paper writing about either. Let 
us stick to the mediocre, for re- 
markable plays we have not had 
as yet this season. There have 
been several revivals, one no- 
table, “ The Duke of Killiecran- 
kie,” by Captain Marshall, at 
the Lyceum. Originally pre- 
sented by John Drew some years 
ago, this piece wears fairly well, especially as the ever 
fascinating Marie Tempest is in the cast. She even makes 
possible the curtain-raiser by James M. Barrie. “ Senti- 
mental Jimmie,” as I christened him long ago. May Irwin 
is at the Park in “ 88 Washington Square,” and suffice to 
say that May and not the play's the thing. 


The A comedy by Winchell Smith and Victor 
Boomerang Mapes, “ The Boomerang,” is crowding 

the Belasco at every performance. It is 
lightweight, often verging on farce; yet none the less en- 
joyable. At a certain Thursday matinee I never saw be- 
fore so many mature, stout ladies under one roof. And 
how they giggled, and quivered and exclaimed: “ Isn’t she 
sweet.” The sweetness was, of course, Martha Hedman, 
a young actress, whose blondness I saw for the first time. 
To be frank, neither her beauty nor her acting intrigued 
me. ‘Her method is monotonous—diction, gesture, pose— 
and her good-looks are of the usual magazine cover variety 
—pulchritudinous and without distinction. Let me hasten 
to add that she is dainty and pretty, according to every 
standard dear to the American male; yet I remained un- 
touched. (Dull old bachelor that I am.) But I dare say 
Miss Hedman—whose name has an Ibsen ring, a blending 
of Hedda and Tesman—would show to greater advantage 
in a réle of more emotional scope.” She had little to do that 
would tax the resources of an accomplished actress, and 
she did that little well. Breezy Arthur Byron blew in and 
blew out during the three acts with the propulsive force of 
a young whirlwind. He is the same impetuous Arthur, the 
hero of a hundred farces—do you remember him as the 
Gypsy fiddler in Clyde Fitch’s “The Stubbornness of 
Geraldine ”?—and his Doctor Sumner is unquestionably 
funny. Mr. Belasco has seen to it that the doctor’s office 
is astoundingly realistic. All the familiar instruments of 
torture are in evidence. They seem to possess comic force 
of themselves, though in reality they are sinister enough. 
That chair in particular, which sent us all into fits of 
laughter, is anything but inviting, when a real medical man 
begs you to stretch out on it. Wallace Eddinger, the love- 
sick swain of the play, stretched out at Dr. Byron’s re- 
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quest, said: “Ah!” All the 
stout ladies in front exploded. 
One of them leaned heavily on 
me, and with an apoplectic 
laugh, stammered: “ My hus- 
band is a large man, just like 
you. How I wish he were here.” 
I was too much scared by this 
to return to my seat after the 
entr’acte, witnessing the second 
act from the rear of the house. 
So much for Messrs. Byron and 
Eddinger’s fun-making. I con- 
fess I laughed, and when a sour- 
minded critic laughs, it means 
the real thing—unless he is 
laughing at the audience. In 
that case he should be ejected. 

The performance is gratify- 
ingly smooth. Ida Waterman 
never seems to grow older, and 
is as stately and handsome as 
she was when in the cast of 
“Secret Service.” As for the 
comedy, it may be said that it 
is precisely what it is intended 
to be—a vehicle for fun, inno- 
cent, if somewhat elementary 
fun. The first act in the dentist's 
office of ““ You Never Can Tell,” shines by comparison with 
the Smith-Mapes first act, and Mr. Shaw cracks his jokes 
better. The weak act in “The Boomerang” is the second. 
That .niece of a millionaire nonsense might have been 
spared us, but it all fits in the general symphony of 
laughter, bonbons, chewing-gum and sentimentality. The 
last act livens up matters; it is frank farce. It is useless 
to predict prosperity in these parlous times of any the- 
atrical offerings, yet “The Boomerang ”’ looks as if it were 
here for a long stay. 


This is a melodrama with a strong Jewish in- The 
terest, and was originally entitled “The New Bargain 
Shylock,” much more characteristic than the 

later title. It was produced in London, and is by Herman 
Scheffauer. Without any pretense to superior workman- 
ship or to literary style, the play should be sufficiently at- 
tractive to win popular support. The story is not novel. 
The East Side pawnbroker, Simon Lusskin, with his un- 
swerving fidelity to the tenets of orthodox faith and his 
equally rigid devotion to business, is a type that may not 
seem new, yet he makes an appeal, as played by Louis Cal- 
vert. The father of a daughter, Rachel, and a son, Sam, 
he is tormented by their unorthodox behavior. It is the 
old racial antagonism. Rachel falls in love with a Gentile, 
and Sam goes wrong, tempted by the white lights of this 
glittering city. (It may have been London.) Rather trite, 
all this. As to characterization, the problem of mixed 
marriages was better presented in “ The Other House.” 
The “ bargain” is a tense moment in the penultimate act. 
This new Shylock will not sell his daughter—he thinks she 
has been wronged—and the curtain falls on a tense situa- 
tion. The last act is inconclusive. The Gentile—ah! these 
sons of millionaires—offers to become a Hebrew, and you 
don’t believe in him. There’s dramatic stuff in “ The Bar- 
gain.” Dorothy Donnelly gave the most satisfying per- 
formance among the women. 

Grace George is now the manager of the New York 
Playhouse, and inaugurated her season with a revival of 
Langdon Mitchell’s clever comedy, “‘ The New York Idea,” 

(Continued on page 20.) 
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They are both in this picture 





MY WIFE AND MY MOTHER-IN-LAW 





Find them 


rawu by W. E, Hill 

















There is a tolerably well-defined dif- 
ference between the man with a sense 
of humor and the man with a comic 
section, merely. 

Sometimes it seems easiest to num- 
ber your successes by counting the 
chances you didn’t take. 


A habit is usually very costly, yet 
very dear and sweet withal. So we fall 
quite naturally into the way of calling 
a woman's dress a habit. 


When we read about men writing 
poetry in prison we can’t help admiring 
the ingenuity of their revenge. 


11 


The kitten has its eyes opened in 
nine days and the married man in one. 


A woman’s enemies are more mer- 
ciful to her than her friends. 


Capital is the mother-in-law of in- 
vention, 
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“PARIS IN HALF-Mol 


_ Dear Puck—Here is a picture of most any corner in the Paris that some of oUF Ontemporar 
It is true that a greater percentage of the men are dressed in red and blue and yellow 404 — uniforn 
money instead of golden louis, that the Amer Picon is running low and that women are forbidden to 
expression of the most cheerful optimism. Rabat-joie as the war is, it can’t make Paris quit smiling 

































































HALF-MOURNING ” | Barton, especially for PUCK 


, of our “ontemporaries insist is in a state of manless, pleasureless melancholy during the war. 

ellow atl — uniforms, It is true that the cafes close at ten-thirty, that we have to spend paper 

nen are forbidden to smoke on the Terrasses of the cafes; but outside of that Paris wears an 

ke Pars quit smiling. If she is in half-mourning the mourning half keeps pretty well hidden 
A Toi—Ra.rn Barton 
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KILLING THE FATTED CALF 
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We Should Worry 


(THE Minute Man, seizing his musket, 
hurried forth to rouse the neigh- 
borhood. 

“To arms!” he cried at the first 
house he came to; “the enemy is ap- 
proaching.” 

“All right, old man,” replied the 
Minute Person’s neighbor; “I’m just 
about to start on a two months’ business 
trip. I’ll join you when I get back.” 

The Minute Man, somewhat puz- 
zled, made haste to the house adjoin- 
ing. 

“To arms!” he shouted as before; 
“the enemy is approaching.” 

“Can’t come, old dear,” was the re- 
ply here; “ got to take a music lesson.” 

“Sorry, but I’m going to a dance,” 
said the man at the third house. 

“ Like to help out, but I’ve got a 
dinner date,” said the fourth. 

“Only too glad if I didn’t have tick- 
ets for a show,” said the fifth. 

“ Aw, I don’t believe an enemy is 
approaching at all,” said the sixth. 

And so on, and so forth. 

What’s that? Folks didn’t make 
such answers to the Minute Men of 
"76? 

Of course they didn’t. Who said 
anything about .the Minute Men of 
1776? 

These are the replies that the Minute 
Man of 1915 gets. 





Manor: I hear that Charlie is an awful 
spendthrift. 

Marvorie: I should say he was. He’s 
trying to make two wild oats grow 
where only one grew before. 





“What makes you so sure that the 
old Roman Senators were honest? ” 

“Simple enough—Togas didn’t have 
pockets,” 











THE NATIONAL QUESTION 
“Whose Man Are You?” 

















Drawn by Barksdale Rogers 


THE BRUTE! 


THe Sweet YouncG Tune: John, who started this war, anyway ? 
Tue Groucny Hussanp: The dub who introduced us. 








Comparative Filthology 

The New York Street Cleaning De- 
partment is holding its annual exhibi- 
tion in the First Field Artillery Armory, 
where may be seen many new street 
cleaning devices. Wouldn’t an exhibi- 
tion of clean streets, with these devices 
in operation, be a little more satisfy- 
ing and to the point? 

Mrs. Anna Dwyer, of the Chicago 
Morals Commission, has just been look- 
ing New York over. She is very much 
pleased with conditions in the city ; says 
it is morally better than Chicago, and 
among other things, remarks on the 
cleanliness of New York streets. 

Of course, all things are relative, so 
we stick out our chests and keep mum, 
but all the time we are busy wondering 
what Chicago must look like. 





“That eccentric old uncle of mine 
who was so crazy over automobiles is 
dead, and we are wondering what would 
be the proper kind of a monument to 
erect.” 

“ Why not a crank-shaft? ” 





“Then you view with alarm the inter- 
marrying of the European nations? ” 

“Yes. They might develop a type 
that could easily conquer the world. 
Think of a race with German brains 
and Russian legs.” 
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Willie’s Health 
When Willie was five years old. 
His Fonp Farner: Yes, we are very 
careful with Willie; specialist to advise 
about his diet, and all that. We feel, 
as his parents, that we are responsible 
for his future health, etc., ete. 


When Willie was ten years old. 


His Fonp Fatuer: Now, Mr. Prin- 
cipal, Willie mustn’t be overtaxed in 
his studies. His future strength is to 
be considered, and we, as his parents, 
ete., ete. 

When Willie was twenty and had made 

the college eleven. 

His Fonp Faruer: At em, Billy boy, 
at ‘em, I say. Twenty yards this time, 
if vou lose a leg, etc., ete. 





The ocean liner was rolling like a 
chip, but as usual in such instances one 
passenger was aggressively, disgust- 
ingly healthy. 

“ Sick, ch?” he remarked to a pale- 
green person who was leaning on the 
rail, 

The pale-green person regarded the 
healthy one with all the scorn he-could 
muster. 

“Sick nothing!” he snorted weakly. 
“I’m just hanging over the front of the 
boat to see how the captain cranks it! "’ 
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A CYNIC’S RETURN FROM THE TRENCHES 


* What’s the matter, cherie? Don’t you recognize me with this mustache ?” 





Drawn in Paris by Ralph 
Barton especially for Puck 














The Weak Inherit the Earth 


Why do nations send their strong 
men to war? Why do they not send 
their weak men? Every day of the 
present struggle takes its toll of Eu- 
rope’s hardiest manhood. No fighting 
nation is exempt from this dreadful tax. 
Europe must begin over again with, 
only the stay-at-home weaklings as a 
nucleus, say thinkers and non-thinkers 
alike. The strong men are dead or 
dying. 

Again we ask, why send the strong 
men to war? Why not send the weak 
ones? If war is wasteful and to be 
deplored—and every nation now en- 
gaged in war “ deeply regréts ” it— 
why deliberately sacrifice to the god of 
waste the best brawn and sinew? The 
whole of the present system is wrong, 
and it begins at the recruiting office. If 
instead of rejecting the weak as unfit 
for service, army doctors of all nations 
accepted them and army chiefs organ- 
ized them into armies, the strong might 
be free to remain at home and do use- 
ful, helpful work. As the case is now, 
the job of the strong is destruction — 


the destruction of other strong men, of 


property, of civilization itself. 

It is not a reform which any one 
nation can safely adopt. It is a matter 
for all nations. It is something for the 
Peace Congress—rest its soul !—to dis- 
cuss. It is a species of disarmament 
of which the late Mr. Malthus, author 
of the interesting Malthusian theory, 
would probably approve. If wars and 
plagues and earthquakes are part of a 
colossal scheme to save the earth from 
overpopulation, surely it is the part of 
common sense to keep the best from 
destruction. We cannot do this in the 
case of plagues and earthquakes—they 
have still to be regulated by man—but 
we can do it in the case of war, which 
is a purely man-made institution. And 
it can be done by sending weaklings— 
not necessarily “ mollycoddles ”—to the 
front. 


The chief recompense in war for the 
common soldier is “glory.” That is 
about all he gets out of it, and after a 
war is over, “glory” depreciates rap- 
idly in the markets. It would actually 
be doing a kindness to weaklings to 
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give them the glory. Being weak, they 
naturally lose out in the fierce compe- 
titions of peace, but in war, a weak man 
may be shot just as readily as a strong 
man, and just as gloriously. The weak- 
lings must make names for themselves 
in war, which in the pursuits of peace 
would be utterly unattainable by them, 
And if all armies were composed of 
weaklings—and that might be arranged 
by a vote of nations—the status quo 
would be strictly preserved and no 
country would have an undue advantage 
over another. All would share equally 
in the greatest of blessings—that of 
having their strong men at home, alive 
and usefully employed. 

When we weed a garden, we do not 
take care to coddle the weeds, while we 
throw out the choice blossoms to die. 
Why should we be more considerate of 
plants than we are of men? 





“ So the family in the flat next yours 
has a Victrola, eh? How many records 
have they?” 

“Heaven only knows! But they 
broke their best previous record, last 
Sunday, by five hours and twenty-six 
minutes.” 





A rolling stone gathers no moss, but 
it gets so smooth that nobody has any- 
thing on it. 





Saying disagreeable things to our 
friends isn’t the only proof of sin- 
cerity. 





One result of struggling to reach the 
top is that you are liable to be laid on 
the shelf. 





The egotist will tell you that it is 
better to blow your own horn than to 
come out at the little end of it. 





The artist who can’t find some differ- 
ent color to paint his skies is not a 
creative force, but a copyist. 





Whether it pays for a woman to leave 
her husband in town all summer de- 
pends on the brand of poker he plays. 





Civilization intensifies our ennui, and 
gives us, in compensation, the art of 
yawning with our mouths shut. 





IMITATION IS THE SINCEREST 
FLATTERY 
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Drawn for Puck by Heatn Robinson of London Copyright in the U, 8, A. by Puck Pub. Corporation 


SPORTING STRATEGY 


SAND-BAGGING OSTRICHES ON THE PLAINS OF COLORADO 
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Go to it, tease and pester me, 


And holler “ Goody, goody ghee!” 


Ki yi, and howl, you leather lungs, 
Blow up your cheeks, stick out your tongues 


I thought I had some friends, I did; 
Right now is when a reg’lar kid 
Would show some pep. 

But no, the hull dern yelping pack 
Is on me “cause my eye is black— 


Virses by C. L, Edson 
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It’s quite a joke. 


Until you choke! ! 


Excepting Shep. 
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THE BOY WITH THE BLACK EYE 


But Shep’s the one that’s got it right, 

For he was there an’ seen the fight 
Clean from the start. 

If Shep, who knows just how it wuz, 

Stood off an’ barked like Lizzie does, 
*Twould break my heart. 

For when the girl you love the best 

Stands off an’ jeers you with the rest, 
You sure feel glum. 

You can’t explain a varnished eye ; 

I’m wise! I’m game! But bye and bye 
My time will come. 


Drawn by R. Van Buren 
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The Sole Survivor 


It was a gathering of old vaudeville 
jokes, and the general atmosphere was 
one of gloom. 

“What are we going to do?” in- 
quired the ‘I-seen-your-sister-yestiddy 
joke. “ The movies are putting us all 
out of business. We haven't a look-in 
any more.” 

“You said something then, pard,”’ 
agreed the Saw-wood-if-you-please-per- 
fessor joke, shaking its hoary head. 
“They've kicked the ladder of fame 
out from under us. The game is up. 
There’s nothing doing. Our good old 
lines will never be spoken again.” 

One, and only one, old joke retained 
its cheerful expression. 

“ They can’t kill me,” it said. “ I’m 
good for another thousand years. I’m 
just as good, just as funny, in the mov- 
ies as ever I was in burlesque. Yes, 
sir; let ’em do their worst to the rest of 
you poor gossils. They can’t put one 
over on me.” 

It was the squirting-seltzer-in-some- 
body’s-face joke who spoke. 





MapceE: But, Billy, the idea of three 
coaches to each man, to put him in con- 
dition for the big game! Why, it’s 
absurd. 

Bitty: Not any more so than three 
dressmakers, two maids, a hair dresser, 
and half a hundred female relatives 
putting you in shape for commence- 
ment. 





We met the Early Bird and were 
amazed, on glancing at our watches, to 
discover that the hour of seven had long 
since struck. 

“You're not so early after all!” we 
remarked significantly. 

“No,” answered the Early Bird, 
looking very conscious all at once. 
“ The fact is, I got the hook worm.” 





Somehow, as soon as a chap says, 
“ Believe me,” you begin to think he is 
a liar. 





One way of telling a paper’s policy 
is to observe what it doesn’t comment 
on editorially. 





Even the pessimist will admit that, 
if it weren’t for the sunny days we 
couldn’t appreciate the cloudy ones. 





Teaching a new dog old tricks is a 


sufficiently difficult problem for most 
of us. 





A health resort is a place where we 
80 to get well of indigestion and die of 
ennui. 





The fellow with an auto is lucky if 
debt is the only thing he runs into. 


THE * TURKISH « CIGARETTE 











Nassau— Bahamas 
A PARADISE of beautiful flowers and vegetation, where the aver- 


age Winter temperature is only 72°; charming social life; boating, 
golf, tennis, polo, motoring and ideal surf bathing; Seat of the 
English Colonial Goverment in the Bahamas. 


Havana—Cuba 


Interesting and restful because of the fascinating charms of tropical 
life and climate. Excellent hotels. Direct service from New York each 
Thursday at noon and each Saturday morning at 11 o'clock. Luxurious 
twin screw steamers, 10,000 tons displacement, broad decks, spacious 
social halls, excellent cuisine. 

he two weeks’ cruise, enabling you to visit both these eres 
places. 

Also trips to Porto Rico, Mexico, Florida, Texas and other resorts a 

AGWI SirAteneay 
MEDITERRANEAN 
Write for rates, reservations and illustrated descriptive matter. 


New York and Cuba Mail S. S. Co. (Une) 


Pier 14, East River, New York 


DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 


BOSTON—192 Washington Street WASHINGTON— 1306 F. Street, N. W. 
PHILADELPHIA—701 Chestnut Street | NEW YORK—290 Broadway 


‘ 


Rs STB > SUB SOK STs 
SOO SOD SBlo SOle AGP <B> <i> AM 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 


19 





[ote 




















| Where Shall I Go 
Tonight ? 
; A Directory of New York's 
- Leading Theatrical Offerings 











West Forty-Second Street 
Evenings at 8: 


15 
HARRI Matinees Wed, & Sat, at 2:15 


Edgar Selwyn’s 
Melodramatic Comedy 


ROLLING STONES 





SEO. CQHAN’S theatre, Bway, 4345t. 


Eves 8.15 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


ELSIE JANIS °° 
MISS INFORMATION 


By Paul Dickey and Chas. W. Goddard 





42nd Street, near Broadwa, 
Evse8:16. Mats Wed.4&'Sat. 2:16 


CANDLER 


COHAN & HAKRIS PRESENT 


The House of Glass 


A NEW PLAY BY MAX MARCIN 





GAIETY ny 


Broadway at Forty-Sixth Street 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


YOUNG AMERICA 


A New Play by FRED BALLARD 


REPUBLIC “Eset nee 


Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2:20 
A. H. Woods presents 


COMMON CLAY ikz.. 


With JOHN MASON and JANE COWL 


ASTOR Waa, ,2rogaey 545m street 
George CQHAN’S American 
“Hit-The-Trail-Holliday” 


With FRED NIBLO as BILLY HOLLIDAY 


= — 














IPPODROME 


Management CHARLES DILLINGHAM 






Hip-Hip-HOORAY 
10 Musiea} Comedies SOUSA ano HIS 


100 Novelties including the Ice 


allet Sensation 
) Flirting at St. Moritz 
) Resninge8.106.5° $1.50 Pal Mationss $1 
‘Sunday Night, SOUSA'’S BAND, 25c. to $1.00 








 Vienna—made his début. 





POR » MEN ‘OF GRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 











400 Rooms 400 Baths 


HOTEL ADELPHIA 


CHESTNUT at 13TH STREET 
Next to Wanamaker’s 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


For all purposes the most convenient: 
located hotel ” 


MODERATE TARIFF 
DAVID B. PROVAN Mgr. Director 














The Seven Arts 
(Continued from page 10.) 


first shown here nearly a decade ago 
by Mrs. Fiske and George Arliss. | 
The play has lasted better than | 
the title; the dialogue better than the | 
structure. Miss George is a capable 
actress and her support is excellent. 
Ernest Lawford assumed the comic réle | 
originated by Mr. Arliss. Mary Nash | 
is in the cast, and Conway Tearle is, | 
as ever, wholly satisfactory. Another 
new name—though a familiar one—in 
the list of New York theatrical mana- 
gers is that of E. A. Sothern, beloved 
as a comedian and Shakespearean in- 
terpreter. Last, but not least, the hus- 
band of the adorable and incomparable 
Julia Marlowe, who, alas! will act no 
more, she says (though women have 
been known to change their minds). 
Mr. Sothern is also actor-manager, for 
he appeared in the new play with which 
he opened the Booth Theatre. It is by 
Alfred Sutro, favorably known to us 
as an expert playwright, and is called 
“ The Two Virtues.” It was originally 
written for George Alexander, and 
Winthrop Ames transferred it to Mr. 
Sothern, with the Booth Theatre. 
Chastity and charity are the two vir- 
tues. To these might have been added 
patience for the benefit of the audience. 
The piece is not too attractive, the char- 
acters far from lifelike. Add a meager 
story, eked out by talk, and you have 
summed up the principal virtues of 
Mr. Sutro’s comedy. Mr. Sothern is 
excellent, and so is Haidee Wright. 
Charlotte Walker is the heroine. She 
is pretter than her part. The Irving 
Place Theatre, directed by the admir- 
able actor and manager, Rudolph 
Christians, opened with a fine interpre- 
tation of Arthur Schnitzler’s beautiful 
play, “ Das Weite Land,” ih which a 
young American actor—though a mem- 
ber of the Burg Theatre Company, 
His name is 
Arnold Korff, and his touch is light, his 
general performance polished. As he 
is bi-lingual and his personality pecu- 
liarly attractive, it wouldn’t surprise me 
to see Mr. Korff soon on the English- 
speaking stage. He is a capital leading 
man and very versatile; his Colonel 
Ressler in “ The Castle in Poland,” a 
new war comedy—with more love in it 
than war—proves this. Richard Feist, 
as an old Jew (studying the Gemorah), 
was very sympathetic. I shall speak 
later at length of the new Christians’ 
company; also of the Washington 
Square Players at the Bandbox The- 
atre. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 





50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles, 
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A few cents a day (payable monthly) 
will soon make you the owner of a 
handsome Burrowes Table. Play 
wate yen pay. No special room is 
needed. Can be mounted on dining 
or library table, or on its own legs 
or folding stand. Put up or taken 
down ina minute. Sizes range up 


to 4 1-2 x 9 feet. (standard). Cues, 
balls, ete., free. Prices from $15 up. 


BURROWES 


L 


Billiard and Pool Table 


is splendidly made and adapted to 
the most scientific play. Great ex- 
Bets say that the Burrowes Regis 
igh-Speed Rubber Cushions are 
the best made. 


FREE TRIAL 


Write for illustrated Catalog, contain- 
ing free trial offer, prices, terms. 














Games, 310 Jokes and Riddles, 73 
Toasts, 16 Card Tricks, 4 Comic 
Recitations, 3 Monologues, Check- 
ers, Chess, Dominoes, Fox and 
Geese, 9 Men Morris. All 10 CENTS POST PAID. 


J. €. DORN 709 $. Dearborn St., Dept. 21 Chicago, ILL: 


COPY THIS SKETCH 


lot me 00 what. run can do. with i A | S 


liustrators and cartoonists earn from $20 
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to $125 a week or more. My practical sys- 
tem of personal individual lessons by mail 
will develop your talent. Fifteen years 
successful work for newspapers and mag- 
azines qualifies me tu teach you. 

Send me your sketch of President Wilson 
with 6c. in stamps and I will send youa 
test lesson plate, also collection of few- 
ings showing possibilities for YOU. 


THE LANDON SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRA- 
TING AND C. OONING 


1503 Schofield Bidg., Cleveland, O. 


“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT” 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY 


Bath house in wood veneer with 
swinging door and brass fasten- 
er; size 5x8 inches; with the door 
open you see a beautiful, hand 
colored picture of an Ostend 
bathing girl. Comes boxed, pre- 
paid, for 24 ¢ to introduce our new 
catalog of Pictures for The Den, 
“all winners!"’ Catalog alone toc. 
Stamps accepted. 
CELEBRITY ART CO., 


81 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass, 
, 
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DURO Shirts and Necktie by Mail 


for less than you pay for shirts alone 


Send $2.00 and 15c postage for a box of 3 DURO 
shirts, delivered free by parcel post. Include name 
— address of five friends and receive handsome 
tie free. 


DURO shirts are guaranteed to wear six months 


without fading, shrinking or ripping, or new shirts free 
Made of fine white percale shirting fabric with narrow stripes 
of blue, black and lavender. One shirt of each color to the 
box. Cut in the popular coat style, cuffs attached, laundered 
and fashionable. Standard sizes 14 to 17 1-2, sleeves 33 and 
35. Neckties are navy blue, black and lavender. Take your 
choice. The shirts would cost you a dollar apiece and you 
would get no guaranice of wear. The tie would cost 75c. 
DURO haberdashery catalog on request, but save time by 
sending $2.00 bill and 5c postage today with size and five 
names, for if all the goods are not satisfactory on arrival we 
will gladly refund your money. Highest bank references. 


GOODELL & CO.,Room 49,158 E.34thSt.,New York 
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(Reprinted from “ The Medical Pickwick’’) 


BLOWING OUT THE LIGHT 





Aces Up 


Mrs. Wiis: You talked in your sleep 
last night. 

Mr. Wixuis (anziously): What did I 
say? 

Mrs. Wixtiis: You must have been 
dreaming of your boyhood days when 
you slept with your brother Asa, for 
every little while you would mutter 
“ Asa’s up.” 


Roman Citizen: What's the matter, 
friend Tullius Marcusque? 

Roman Insurance AGENT: Matter? 
Why, the companies have just decided 
to cancel all their policies here, on the 
ground of a “moral hazard,” and the 
Board of Underwriters have appointed 
me to acquaint Emperor Nero with the 
fact. 





INNKEEPER: Going to make an early 
start to see the glacier to-day, I see. 
Do you know, it moves at the rate of 
only one foot a day. 

Tourist: Yes; but my wife is so slow 
getting ready that I’m afraid we'll miss 
it after all! 





Uncite Hiram: So ye won't pay fifty 
cents to see “‘ High Life in New York” 
at the Oprey House, to-night? 

Uncre Espen: Not much, when I kin 
wait till next week an’ see “ Low Life 
in Paris” for a quarter. 





“Where can I hide?” gasped the 
mining-stock promoter as he burst into 
his office; “‘ the police are coming.” 

“Get into the simplified card-index 
case,” cried the chief clerk. “I defy 
anyone to find anything in there!” 





It is sad to reflect that there would 
be a great deal more wickedness if 
some people had more nerve. 








one-piece /ajama 
-no waist string 


Since 1881 
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Imported and Original Gowns, Wraps and 
Blouses for Fall and Winter 


PRE-EMINENT 

assemblage of Apparel 
that embodies the smartest 
and latest styles. 
Hundreds of adaptations 
and original creations of our 
Dressmaking Salon not ob- 
tainable elsewhere. 





Dressmaking Salon 
_Fifth floor, Central Building 





Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 
be promptly and carefully filled. 


ABRAHAM —_ STRAUS BROOKLYN 


NEW YORK 
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Beware of boredom! 
Nothing is so deadly to the fighting chance. 


If you arrive week after week with the inevitable bunch of violets and 
pair of theatre tickets, you are endangering your fighting chance ! 
But a little careful thought—a little careful selection — 


Ah! 
A dollar — 


That works wonders! 
the price of a bunch of violets—or a sticky 
all full of mushy sentiments 
— will give her The Theatre Magazine for four months. 
The receipt of such a gift says to her: “ You have the intellec- 
tuality to appreciate a clever, deep-thinking magazine like this 
4; oe —an authority on its subject—rather than a hodge-podge of 
hey, slush ”—and so she has. ; 
Why should anybody outside of a child go blindfolded 
to see a play ? 
In The Theatre Magazine—she can read and 
know what she wants to see and why—in an 
intelligent way. 


Send coupon only. The bill will reach you December Ist. 


The Theatre Magazine 


14 West 38th Street, New York 
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April 26, 1820 


Captain Tappan is back from a voy- 
age with many wonderful tales to teil. 

e brought with him some strange 
liquors, but agrees with me that there 
is nothing so excellent as 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” - 

The verdict of those who 
have made comparisons is al- 
ways the same as that of Capt. 
Tappan. With a flavor and 
boquet exceedingly pleasant and 
a uniform quality, Old Overholt 
is always in the lead. Aged in 
the wood, bottled in bond. 
A. Overholt & Co.,Pittsburgh, Pa. 








PURE - MELLOW 
HEALTHFUL 








Earn 


Be Ox |: 
ONKAO. Mibsey 


DRAWING FOR NEWSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES, ETO. 

All Branches of Art Taught, Our practical system of nal instruction 

by MAIL develops your t; years of successful work is the basis of our 

lent method. A PRACTIOAL SCHOOL teaching PRACTICAL WORK. 
Write for terms and liste of successful PUP! 

ASSOUIATED ART STUDIOS _ Mort. M. Barger, Director 

Flatiron Bldg., N.¥.Oity Day Classes—Evening Classes— Instruction 








mS) 
Do Business by Mail 
’ Start with accurate lists of names we 
furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 
following or any others desired. 
Sgn Sin. Wealthy Men 
Box Mfrs. Ice Mfrs. 
Shoe Retailers Doctors 
| Can Mfrs, Axle Grease Mfrs, 
ruggists Railroad Employees 
Geatennese * 
Our lete book of mailing 


statistics on 7000 classes of pros- 
pective customers for the asking. 


Ross-Gould, 806-E Olive St, St. Louis 


Ross-Gould 












Maiting 
RaestS St.Louis 





Just a Few of Them 


“ Read to me, won’t you?” said Mrs. 
Homebody to her husband that eve- 
ning; “it’s awfully pokey to sit here 
and never hear a thing.” 

Mr. Homebody looked up from his 
magazine. “Read to you?” he an- 
swered; “ why, sure,” showing that he 
was in a heavenly frame of mind. 

Picking out a story in which he 
thought his wife would be interested, 
Mr. Homebody began to read it aloud. 
These were some of the interruptions: 

“Listen! Is that the baby cough- 
ing?” 

“ Listen! 
kitchen? ” 

“Stop a minute! 
somebody scream.” 

“Listen! Is that the baby crying? 
Go in and see if he’s all right, won't 
you, Henry?” 

“Oh, pshaw! I’ve dropped my 
thimble. Never mind; I'll pick it up. 
It’s right here by my chair.” 

“Goodness what a horrible horn that 


I thought I heard 


auto had. It made me jump.” 

“Listen! Is that the baby sneez- 
ing?” 

“Listen! What’s that noise in the 
hall?” 

“There’s that telephone clicking 
again. It always does that just before 


it’s going to ring.” 

“ What’s that, thunder? Oh, I guess 
it was just somebody pulling up the 
dumbwaiter.” 

“T heard you. Go on. 
ined I could smell smoke.” 

“Listen! Is that the baby? He’s 
laughing in his sleep, the little pre- 
cious!” 

“There goes the ambulance! Some- 
body must be hurt.” 

““What a hideous noise those boys 
are making! I’m glad we don’t live on 
the first floor.” 

“ Listen! What’s that? A mouse?” 

“ Listen! Is that the baby?” 

“Tt was awfully nice of you to read 
to me,” said Mrs. Homebody as they 
locked up for the night. 

“You bet it was,” said Mr. Home- 
body. 


I just imag- 


City Eprror: Any radical changes for 
the better in football this season? 


Sportinc Writer: Verily. I under- 
stand that not more than one ticket 
speculator will be allowed to tackle a 
single patron at the same time. 





Wius: So the play will appeal to all 
classes? 


Gituis: Yes, indeed. It’s three-quar- 
ters full of up-to-date slang to catch 
the young people and one-quarter full 
of old, reliable cuss words to get the 
old fellows. 
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What’s that noise in the | 





WANTED -— AN IDEA! 


HO can think of some simple thing to patent? Pro- 

tect your ideas, they ma: bring you wealth. Write 

for “* N Inventions,” and “‘ How to Get Your Patent 

and Your Money.”’ RANDOLPH & Co., Patent Attorneys, 
Dept. 165, Washington, D. C. 


There must be something more 
than mere pleasure in drinking 








Nourishing 


tout 


Why not find out what it is? 
inl bottles and on draught. All good dealers and places 
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Schinasi Brothers 


EGYPTIAN 
CIGARETTES 


Sold all Over 


NATURAL (plain or cork) 


15c. 3710" 


EGYPTIAN PRETTIEST 


(plain tip) 
10c. 29,5 





OFFICE and SALESROOMS 
32 West 100th Street, New York 




















GRAY MOTORS AND BOATS 
— 


Boat Builders Catalog, the result of the co-operation Jim 
of 50 leading Boat Builders with the Gray Motor ) 


Co. is yours for the asking. , Tells where you can fj 

find any kind ofa boat from a $125 fishing launch & 

to a $2500 mahogany finished express launch, mess fl 
wered with 6 cylinder self starting 4 cycle Gray 
otor. This Book is Free. Write for it today. Also 

Big Gray Marine ine Book showing comp!ete 

line 2 and 4 cycle marine motors $55 upwards, 1 to 6 cylinders, 


GRAY MOTOR CO., 1144 Gray Motor Bullding, Detroit, Mich. 


THE 
LAUGHING MUSE 


By 
ARTHUR 
GUITERMAN 











A book of humorous verses on vari- 
ous subjects ranging from prehistoric 
beasts to Bernard Shaw. The ballads 
are mock-heroic, delightful parodies 


of the ballads of chivalry. 











Laughs 


$1.00 net | 


HARPER & BROTHERS 


Laughs 











THE WILLIAMS PRINTING COMPANY, NEW ¥ irr 
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A Victim of Habit 

“What brought about your misfor- 
tune?” asked the kindly old lady of 
ihe superior beggar. 

“T’m a victim of habit, madam,” re- 
plied the latter. 

“The liquor habit, the morphine 
habit, or what? ” 

“ None of ’em, ma’am. The safe and 
piano habit. I lost three good jobs as 
a young man by stopping to watch dur- 
ing noon hour the lowering of an office 
safe. I'd forget to go back to work— 
the thing had such a terrible hold on 
me. There was one time when it seemed 
I might break off and get a new grip 
on myself, but it was always a case of 
just one more safe or piano, Just one 
more wouldn’t hurt me; then I'd quit 
for good and all. I was lacking in 
moral strength, ma’am, I tried to taper 
off, but it was no use. Whenever I saw 
a safe or a piano suspended in midair, 
I had to stop to watch it. Then, to 
make matters worse, they began to build 
these tall buildings and apartments. 
The distance from the sidewalks to the 
top floor was much greater than for- 
merly. It took longer to haul a piano 
up or down. I became hopelessly lost. 

“As I see bright and innocent young 
men pause on their errands and watch 
the piano or safe movers at their 
work I feel at first a strong impulse to 
warn them of the danger which threat- 
ens them. Then the old craving comes 
back, and I can watch nothing, think of 
nothing, but the rising safe or piano. 
It’s a disease with me, ma’am, and, 
what is worse, it’s a disease which is 
fastening its tentacles upon thousands 
of victims annually. I don’t ask for 
alms. If I can only keep soul and body 
together I can devote what’s left of my 
ill-spent life to steering others away 
from the fate which—oh, thank you, 
lady! There ain’t many as is so 
liberal.” 





“Remember, Henry,” said the hunter 
who had arranged with the guide, 
“we're not hiring you—you’re simply 
one of our party.” 

“What's on your mind?” inquired 
the guide. 

“Well, you see, in case anything hap- 
pens we don’t want to be troubled with 
this Employers’ Liability Law,” admit- 
ted the cautious hunter. 





Mitprep: Papa, I am going to make 
mamma one of those three-dollar center- 
pieces that the Woman’s Home Jabber 
says can be made at home for seventy- 
five cents. 

Para (remembering past year): Cer- 
tainly, dear! Here’s ten dollars. That 
ought to be enough to cover the expense. 














CIGARETTES 


Puspeetie The Household of the Khedive, The Imperial Court 
o Austria-Hungary, His Royal Highness Prince Philip off 
Sa.ve-Coburg-Gotha, the Imperial Court of Japan, 
etc., etc.,etc. The Principal Continental Clubs 
and the Regimental Messes of india, 
Burmah and Canada, 





















O that the Americans who have 
smoked our Vafiadis Cigarettes 
abroad may obtain them at home, 
the Liggett & Myers Tobacco 
Company, who import them, have 

also been entrusted with the responsi- 

bility of their production in the United 

States, for which purpose we have pro- 

vided the blending formula of our Cairo 


house. Than % , hs 


Cairo, Egypt 


Bombay Calcutta 
20, Esplanade Road 4, Dalhousie Square 


Rangoon London 
72, Merchant Street 19, Basifighall Street 


Packets of 10, 25c —tins of 100, $2.50 — imported 
sizes higher in price. To be had at the better places, 
Faggot 


or mailed paid on receipt of price. 
& Myers Scher Co., Fifth Avenue, New York. 


























ALL TRIAL SUBSCRIPTIONS INCLUDE THE 
HOLIDAY 


Que 


The Christmas Number of “America’s Cleverest Weekly” contains the 
finest collection of color pages by American and foreign artists ever 
grouped in a single issue of an American periodical. 

The leading colorists of the Old World have united with the best artists of , ¢ 





the New, in imparting to this number a character heretofore untried on ms 

this side of the water. For many weeks our personal representative Pa 

in Europe has been selecting canvases from the ateliers of Lon- —_-” 

don, Paris and Munich especially for this issue. ao 

The regular price of the Christmas Number is 25 cents, but if Buck 

all Three Months’ Trial Subscriptions at $1.00 will include eae 

the Christmas issue, so that each trial subscriber receives 7 210 Fifth Avenue. 

regular issues of Puck to the value of $1.45. Simply Pl New York 

fill out the coupon opposite, pin a dollar bill to it Pig Rosiaeed Gad ena 

and mail to us. an : dollar (Canadian $1.13, 

The Christmas Puck has heretofore sold out 4” send Puck for 3 months to 

within a few days on all the leading news- i 

stands. It would be well, therefore, to rl 

order your oer from your newsdealer P Name 

at once. Simply say that you want Pa ea ee ee a ee ae 

him to save you a copy of the Ys suai’ 

Christmas Puck. Pa ; satiate 
“ City and State 
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Coates’ 
PLYMOUTH 


Imported Dry Gin 


Its Flavour Dominates 
the Cocktail and makes 
it good— 





ES SDE LR EYE ee To 


SHAW 


THE HIGHEST STANDARD 
OF QUALITY 











